CHAPTER 209 


November 22, 2011 


“Seriously Maya, don’t strain yourself.” 


Justin was at home keeping an eye on Maya, who unfortunately felt as though she 
were on top of the world now that her illness had subsided just enough that she 
could stand. Mind you, she was still incredibly sick, and it only took one glance at 
her dull eyes and pale skin to figure that out. All the same however, she felt that 
just because she could move around a bit without being overwhelmed by pain, she 
could move on with her life as if she were perfectly fine; but the simple fact of the 
matter is even though she may have felt a bit better, it still hurt to do certain 
things, and doing said things was not going to help her recover anytime soon. Justin 
had given Maya the liberty to come up and down the stairs to watch television and 
play video games if she got bored, but he really would rather her stay in bed if she 
wasn’t going to lay down on the couch, not reaching up to dig through boxes in 
search of cereal that had probably long passed its expiration date. Maya tended to 
have the habit of not checking that stuff when she picked up food at Junes, and it 
wasn’t like Justin ever ate breakfast around here. Point was, she was still incredibly 
weak, and standing on a chair trying to reach inside a cabinet was not exactly the 
best idea she had ever had when Justin could still see her knees shaking. 


And Justin wasn’t wrong in the slightest, as she leaned precariously forward to try 
and grab a hold of a box of frosted flakes, her knees gave way and the chair tipped 
over, sending the two flying towards the ground. Justin luckily enough was able to 
catch her as best he could, though she damn near crushed him as he caught her 
mid-fall. They both ended up hitting the floor in the sense that Justin ended up 
falling on his back and Maya ended up falling on him. It was hard to say who it was 
more painful for in the long run though, because Maya was already hurting from her 
condition prior to falling onto a mass of bones and muscles. Her back felt like she 
had just jumped off a cliff onto a pile of legos, and her stomach felt like said legos 
had shattered through her pelvis and out her gut. The two groaned for a moment, 
Justin muttering all sorts of obscenities under his breath as he tried to force himself 
off the ground, despite the tremendous amount of pain shooting through his bones 
right now. “Gah, son of a bitch... WHAT DID | FUCKING TELL YOU MAYA!?” 


“I’m sorry... | d-didn’t mean it...” Maya signed off timidly as she pushed herself ever 
so Slightly off the ground, before she eventually ran out of the strength to hold 
herself up and succumbed straight back to the ground. Justin groaned as he finally 
made his way completely off the ground, rubbing his temples where the back of 
Maya’s skull had collided with his. There was nothing quite as painful as a bone on 
bone collision as he was slowly beginning to realize. He could practically see the 
stars spinning around his head as he struggled to keep his balance. He sighed as he 


slowly made his way over to Maya, extending his hand to give her a lift back up, a 
gesture she was not by any means opposed to, as much as she wanted to be 
independent and do stuff on her own. | guess it was just instinct after doing 
everything by herself for all those years on the street. She was a bit shaky as Justin 
pulled her off the floor, and when he let go, she almost fell again, but he caught her 
and gave her support as she stood, balancing his weight against her own. 


“I know, | know, I’m sorry. | didn’t mean to shout.” Justin apologized as Maya hung 
her weak, almost limp body against Justin’s as they slowly made their way to the 
kitchen, where Justin helped Maya into a seat. There was a reason he still wasn’t 
going to school after all and that was to make sure Maya wouldn’t do stupid shit like 
this where she could get hurt. She needed to burn off the rest of whatever it was 
she caught so that she could be up and about again and do this kind of stuff without 
falling off a chair and nearly breaking her leg. “I’m just worried is all; you can’t be 
doing this kind of shit. Do you know how | would feel if you got hurt while | wasn’t 
around?” Justin questioned, finding his way back to the cupboards to grab a hold of 
the box of cereal Maya had been reaching for. As much pain as the two were in right 
now thanks to their little tumble, he supposed she was still hungry, so he might as 
well get this for her before she brashly forgot about what had just happened and 
made a second attempt at the box of cereal. He grabbed everything she would 
need, a bowl, a spoon, the cereal itself, and of course the milk. It was quite a 
handful in fact to carry all this at once, but Justin was good at special management, 
so he managed to keep balance of all the items on his possession as he made his 
way over to the kitchen table and laid out the assorted items in front of Maya. Maya 
didn’t so much as look at Justin while he was doing this, just pressing the side of her 
palm against her forehead as she blushed and hung her head in slight shame. She 
didn’t mean to worry anyone, and she didn’t want anyone to get hurt, not to 
mention it was just embarrassing she couldn’t even grab a box of cereal without 
succumbing to her weaknesses. She had gone through so much worse than a cold 
and helped herself, why couldn’t she do it now? 


“I didn’t think | was gonna fall off the chair...” Maya tried to justify her actions with 
embarrassment. It was kind of like falling while walking up the stairs. In the end you 
might get hurt, in the end you might just walk off with a bumped up knee, but in the 
end one thing was for certain: your dignity was hurt more than your body ever 
would be. And it was simply because it was an automated task that only the 
dumbest of the dumb could ever possibly fail at. And yet somehow Maya had done 
it. She had fallen off a completely still chair simply because her knees were too frail 
and had given in after fidgeting about too much. She sighed a bit as she cautiously 
turned her attention to the cereal, pouring its contents into the bowl so that she 
could at the very least reap the not at all worth it reward of her making an ass out 
of herself and nearly causing herself some pretty severe brain damage. Justin 
groaned as he slid his way into the seat opposite of Maya, the pain in his back 
shooting through his spine like... well something shooting through his spine. These 


metaphors can’t all be zingers folks, sometimes it just is what it is. All the same, he 
wanted to continue bitching out Maya for being so reckless. She didn’t think she 
would fall off the chair, that was the problem. She just didn’t fucking think. About 
what could happen. About what Justin would do if something bad happened to her. 


“| just don’t want anything to happen to you Maya, and when you do shit like this it 
makes it harder for me to convince myself that you'll be fine. You’re still sick; you 
can’t be pushing yourself like that... You can’t...” Justin’s soeech crawled to a stop. 
He couldn’t really finish that thought, knowing full well that Maya would just feel 
bad if he finished what he wanted to say. And why was that? Because he wanted to 
say that Maya was breaking his heart by refusing help like this, by constantly 
putting herself in danger just to prove a point that she could do things on her own. 
There was never any doubt she was able to take care of herself after all, she 
managed to live off the streets for a year, a feat Justin wasn’t even sure he’d be 
able to do in her position, so why she had to keep trying to prove a point that didn’t 
need to be proven, Justin didn’t know. All he knew was it struck fear into his heart 
and into his spine every time he saw Maya pushing herself beyond her limits, even 
when the limit was just standing on a chair to grab some breakfast. He couldn’t 
bear to think of his sister suffering anymore than she ever had in her life. She 
deserved to live like a queen, but in the end it seemed the gods just did not give the 
slightest fuck about what she deserved. Maya finished pouring her milk, and for a 
moment, she was ready to get up and put it back in the fridge but given how stiff 
and slow her movements were as she tried to get up from her seat and how shaky 
her knees still were, Justin was quick on the draw to jump across the table and grab 
her by the wrist. “Uh, that’s alright. I’ll put it away later.” 


“You don’t have to worry so much about me you know... | can take care of myself.” 
Maya signed off, a combination of sympathy and annoyance in her eyes. She didn’t 
want to be treated like some baby that couldn’t watch out for herself, though she 
did feel bad to be worrying Justin like this. You could see he very deeply cared about 
her just from the look in his eye and the tone in his voice, and that made her 
somewhat sad. It was rare to find someone who actually cared for her well-being, 
even if it was a little much for her tastes. She sighed a bit as she stared at the milk 
seeping into the corn flakes in her bowl. She wanted to be independent, but Justin 
wanted her to rely on him for her safety, and she didn’t want to hurt him just the 
way she had when she sent the fucking mafia after him... It was quite the dilemma 
Justin seemed to force on her. She had no control over her life as much as Justin 
would like to believe she did; for fuck’s sake, he had kicked Yosuke’s ass on several 
occasions just for hinting at the possibility of being attracted to Maya. He never 
gave Maya the chance to just decide for herself what to do with Yosuke; and while 
Justin had just been doing that so that Yosuke wouldn’t take advantage of her, don’t 
you think Maya would like the choice to figure out on her own? It was the spice of 
life to learn from one’s mistake, and Justin was so over-protective, he never gave 
Maya the chance to have a taste. 


“| Know you can, but even people that can look after themselves need help from 
time to time.” 


“.,.What you're doing isn’t helping... it’s constricting.” 
“Uh Maya, you know | can’t read lips.” 


“| said thanks.” 


There’ll be no update tomorrow as I'll be out celebrating my birthday today and 
won’t have time to update. Happy birthday none of you people celebrate because 
you don’t actually know me everyone. 


